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Before we start I should like to make this note. It will be
my ambition to make the reader have a sense of seeing all
the great oval at once, and to be inspired by the feeling of
its oneness. So when we are, let us say, seated in an apartment
on Lower Fifth Avenue we shall suddenly find ourselves
on the shores of the Lake of Geneva; and whilst proceeding
in an autobus through the Piedmont section of Virginia we
shall simultaneously be looking over the Mediterranean.
This will not mean that the author has gone mad at the
wheel or that the pack mules are running away with us.
When I was an officer of His Britannic Majesty's army
I used to make experiments, as far as was permitted by
King's Regs.,, with the men under my command- And I
found that a sudden digression from the subject in hand
would very much reawaken group attentions that \vere
beginning to wander. I would be lecturing on the Ross
rifle—which was a beast of a thing—or on the Causes of
the War or on any other department of the rag-bag of
knowledge that we had to inflict on the unfortunates
committed to our charge. And I found that if, suddenly,
in the midst of a tiresome description of how to sight with
the absurd gadget that was stuck on the nose of that rifle
or an even more tiresome disquisition on the economic
situation of the Central Empires, I suddenly introduced a
digression as to the best way those troops could spend their
money when next on leave in Rouen or as to my first
ride in an automobile, those Tommies returned with a
refreshed mind to the consideration of how to get their
bead-sight on VI o'clock of the dummy provided for aiming
at or to that of the depressed condition of thirteen Rhenish-
Westphalian basic trades at the beginning of 1914.
The physical effects are almost more striking. If you are
in charge of a company engaged on what is called "jerks"
and you find that their actions are becoming slack—which
means that -their minds are flagging—you should suddenly
turn the men in another direction. The comparative bliss
of being able to take their eyes off the blank barrack walls
and to gaze instead at gasometers makes them at once move
precisely. Or again, frequently when marching men along

